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Author's Notes: 
An old story | started writing like three years ago, and | just had to finish it. Let's just say it needed a lot of 
work Thanks to Heather for helping me with my ever so present typo's and strange ways of spelling things. 


For Micke. 


You will always be with me. 


Far Away 


You and |. 


We used to be best friends. Long ago now. We used to do all kinds of things when we were kids. Do you 
remember? We ate ice cream that your mom had made herself. We climbed trees over at my place. And you 
invited me to your cottage in the mountains in the winters. You went with us sailing on our boat in the 


summers. We really were the best of friends. Now you're just too far away. 


When you got a computer you always let me play first, because | didn't have one. We shared it, split the time 
in two. But you always let me play first. You were my best friend. 


And when | got my first guitar, you were so jealous. You tried to hide it, but | saw through all of your 


excuses, and | let you borrow it whenever you wanted because | was your best friend. 


When we started in high school some of our new classmates bullied me. They literally put me through hell. | 
would try to convince my mom that | was getting a fever, or that | had a sour throat, or that | had been up 
puking all night, anything to not have to go to school. | tried sticking my fingers down my throat so that | 
would actually puke, but it didn't work None of my other friends ever said anything about it. They just 
pretended that there wasn't a problem, that everything was okay. Now when | think about it | don't know who 
lm the most mad at for all of that, them or the bullies. But you were there for me. You all but held my hand 
every day, you defended me as soon as any of them come as close as three meters from me, you did 
everything. And slowely, gradually, they stopped. | can never tell you how much that meant to me, that you 
stood up for me. You were my best friend. 


When your parents used to fight for a while you could come home to me at night. You'd sleep in my bed and 
I'd sleep on the floor. We would stay up late and you would just talk and talk about what you did wrong, how it 
was your fault. Every time you did that | kept telling you that it had nothing to do with you. Because it didn't, 


and because | was your best friend. 


And do you remember when you discovered Jimi Hendrix? | remember. You came over one day, and you put a 
CD in my stereo and just played. It was amazing. You started bringing all kinds of music after that. Metallica, 
Black Sabbath, Led Zeppelin.. | have to confess, | never really liked it as much as you. Sure, some songs were 
great, but | was never as energetic as you. | wanted to take it easy, slow. | stuck to my John Lennon and my 


Jeff Buckley, but | always let you play your music, because | knew how much it meant to you. 


One day when we were over at your place, listening to some Jimi Hendrix album, you asked me why we didn't 
start our own band We both loved music more than anything. 


We did. We could never agree on a good name. We didn't actually fight as much as we bickered. | wanted it to 
be poetic and you wanted it to be catchy. | think that was the only thing we could never settle ourselves. 
When Mark and Isaac joined us, and we were a real band, we had to come up with a name. Finally Isaac was so 
fed up with us never agreeing so he just gave us a name. Prozac. Do you remember how everyone laughed at 
that name when we started playing small gigs? 


But it all changed. When my parents divorced | couldn't talk to anyone. 


Not even you. 


| remember it like it was yesterday. You were standing outside the school door, waiting for me the day | 
returned to school. Mum had dropped me off. Dad had moved two weeks ago, but | just couldn't do anything 


else than lie in my bed and play music. 


You took a couple of steps towards me but | just walked right past you. | didn't even give you a glance, the 
coward | was. | just walked right past you. 


| didn't talk to anyone for a whole week. It was as though | was under water all the time; | couldn't hear or 
speak or feel anything, and my whole reality seemed to move in slow motion As if someone had pushed a 


button and | was switched off. Then, when | approached you in school, it was too late. 
You were standing with the ones that had teased me so long ago. | walked up to you and said hi. 


The way you looked at me. Like | was some imbicile, some insect, some fucking pathetic little shit whom you 
hated. No, not hated, really. More pitied, but who wasn't worth the effort of helping. Like a fly that had got 
stuck in the net of a spider. 


You didn't say anything. You just stood there with your new friends, cigarette lit between your fingers. You, 
who always had pitied the smokers. You had always said that they'd smoke their brains away. 


We haven't really talked since then. Two years and we haven't talked. 


Except for this one time, in maths. We were divided in groups, and | got into your group. You said that it had 
to be hard for someone like me to work with someone like you. But there isn't "someone like me" or "someone 


like you". There's only us, and we used to be best friends. We used to laugh. 


| guess you've always hated me for leaving you like that. But you don't know what it's like. Waking up with your 
parents screaming horrible things to each other while your dad is packing his clothes in a bag, screaming that 


he would take us kids, that she would never see us again. 


You don't know what it's like to see your mom cry while she's screaming at him to get out, the fucking 


cheating bastard. 


You don't know what it's like to see her sink down to the floor, because she's shaking so badly and crying so 
hard she can't stand up anymore. 


You don't know what it's like to run up to your room and see your dad get into a car, driven by a beautiful 


young woman and then disappear completely from your life. 


You know he hasn't visited once since then? Except for when he got the rest of his stuff. We were at school, 
so we didn't even get to see him, didn't even get to say hello. Mom says he's got new kids now, two daughters. 


| bet he loves them more than he loves us. 


You see? That's things a sixteen year old mind can't handle. / couldn't handle it. | know | hurt you, but | couldn't 
breathe. | couldn't think clearly. | needed time, space, and, when given that, support. | needed your support, but 


you weren't there. | don't really blame you. Its not your fault you were so far away. 


Anyway, that's when | met Tanya. She just came up to me one day and started talking. She does that a lot. 
She's my new best friend. We play music together, we go to the movies, and to cafés. We go shopping, we 
study, we party, we do everything you and | used to do. Cause she's my new best friend. | think She's a great 
bass-player, and she knows the right people. Yeah, | think she's my new best friend. She definitely knows the 
right guys. She'll never be able to take your place, though. 


You stopped playing music a long time ago. You dad came over and asked me if | knew someone who would be 
interested in buying a guitar, because you were giving music up. You loved that guitar. You loved to play, you 


were so talented, and yet you gave it up. Why? He didn't know, and nor did |. 


You want to hear a secret? When your dad said that you were selling your guitar, | bought it. You probably 
didn't know that, because | asked him not to tell you. | guess | thought that you would be mad or something. 
Every once in a while | take it down from the wall where it hangs, and | play your favorite song, Stairway to 
Heaven. At least it used to be your favorite. It took me ages to learn it, but it is beautiful and it is your 


favorite, so it was worth it. 


| know you miss playing. | know you do, because every night you lie up late and play that angry music, you 

know those CDs with all the metal bands that | never liked as much as you. The death music. | know, because 
every night | lie up in my room listening to you. Sometimes | take a peak through the window. There's no use, 
because you always have your curtains shut. | keep trying anyway, and you keep shutting them and play your 


angry death music. 


Do you want to die? | wish | would sometimes. | wish | would just die and go to heaven, where everything is 
perfect. But then | think about Tanya, and our band, and music, and mom, and all my friends. But, you know, as 


strange as it may sound, | think about you. | think about you and | don't want to die anymore. 


| wonder what would happen if | walked up to you in class and said that | had been unfair, that I'm sorry, that 
there isn't any people like me or any people like you, it's just you and me and we're supposed to do what we 
can of this life. | wonder what you would say if | told you that | know that you're in pain, that l'm in pain too, 
and that we once were best friends. That we once knew each other. | like to think | still do. What about you? 
Do you think about me? 


| wonder what you would do if | walked up to you in school and said that | missed you, that Mark and Isaac 
missed you. That | still have your old guitar. That | wanted you to come jam with me. Just letting everything 
go and play. Would you laugh? You probably would Maybe you would come anyway? Maybe. 


But the truth is whenever | feel down or sad or even want to die, your face comes up and | don't wanna die 


anymore. Maybe it's because | never got to tell you how sorry | was, | never had the chance to apologise for 


all the wounds | caused you. And it hurts me, just as much as it hurts you, because | have to live with the 


knowledge that | have destroyed you. | have to go on 

But maybe | don't want to anymore. Maybe I've just run out of strength. 

Maybe that's why | don't scream like them when you come running into the classroom with a gun in your 
hand. Maybe that's why | stand tall, not moving, when everyone else hides under the tables, trying to cover 
their heads with their arms. Maybe that's why | don't see a murderer when | look at you. 

All| see is you 

You, laughing. 

You, caring when there's no glory in it, when it's not out of guilt. 

You with a guitar in your hands, bringing out the most amazing of melodies. 

You with a cigarette in your hand, so lost and insecure. 

You, all alone, because your best friend let you down. 

And | don't want to be that friend Maybe that's why | take that step towards you, thinking that I'm the best 
target. Thinking that if you're gonna point that gun at someone, it better be me; l'm the one that deserves it. 
And | see the fear in your face. | want to reach out and hold you and hold you and keep you out of harm's 
way. It's not you who's dangerous. It wasn't you. It was us who didn't care. We didn't take the time. | didn't. 
And | should have. | should have taken the time to talk to you. | should have tried a little harder to get to you. 
And when | stand there, gun pointed at me and | see the fear and doubt and frustration in your eyes, | know 


that all | had to do was reach out. 


Maybe you never were so far away. 


